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poor master of the art of self-control8, who can let
out anger like a flood upon a senseless object for a
fault which is all his own.

Then that acrimonious old sage looked at her grimly.
And he said: 0 hilarious ill-mannered beauty, that
scoflfest at my merit in thy ignorance, not having per-
ceived, as I did, the demon that had entered the blade
with the express purpose of so injuring my foot as to
prevent me from continuing my pilgrimage to the sacred
bathing places, know, that thou art thyself on the very
eve of suffering, like this grass, for a fault not thy own,
as do all the creatures, animate or inanimate, of this
lower world, involved as they are in the network of
criminality. And very soon indeed thy own self-
control will be tried in the hottest fire; and then thou
wilt recollect thy present laughter, and repent it, and
atone for it with tears. For learn, that thou hast
laughed for the last time in thy life.

And instantly, my wife's laughter vanished, like a
flame suddenly extinguished. And she said : Reverend
Sir, I am rightly reproved by thee, and my laughter,
though involuntary, was altogether without excuse.
And I looked at her, and said within myself: Now
the old muni will undoubtedly be mollified, for even

* Because to "master the self," "overcome the ego," is the
very essence and aim of asceticism: and jit&tmd, the name of
a true ascetic, means one who has done it.